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The drunken Cobler ; or, the prating Magpye. 
RAY Neighbours give ear, Lor 
And ſoon you ſhall hear, 
A Jeſt that is certainly true; 
Which happen'd of late, | Cr 
Not of an old Date, i 
As now I may tell unto you. C95 
This Jeſt it was play” dz. * 1 
By a Cobler it was ſaid, 
That loyed the Juice of good Barley 
As dear as kis Lite, To 
But with his old Wife, 
When drunk, he'd lie and parley. T 
One Time above all, Cry 
His Wife ſhe did l | 
im come in at that Rate; Sr” I 
But the Cobler they fa l 
| Well thraſh't her that 33 5 
Crying) What the Pox would you be at. 
He kept a Magpye, 
a That was very ily, 
Which hard him to babble and prate, 
And ſoon got the Song, . 
Before it was long 3 
Singe IM the Pox would you be at. Try 
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+, On 
". This Mag, as they ſay, 
Got looſe on one Day, 
And into a Meeting did get; 
And as the old Parſon, 
1 Was ſaying his Leſſon, 
Crying, What a Pox would you be at. 
The Parſon ſurprized, | 
He turn'd up his Eyes, 
Crying, Father, pray help me in Need; „ 
For Satan, err. 
Does viſit us here, | 
Pray ſend me ſome Succour with ſpeed. 
He began to explain 
The Scriptures again, 
To thoſe that round him was ſet; 
But Mag, as it ſaid. 
Still fat o'er his Head, 7 
Crying, What the Pox would you be at, 
The Parſon he leapt, 
Five Vards at one Step, 
rrom the Pulpit unto the Floor; 
And left all his Saints, 
Moſt ready to faint, 
Whilſt he run out of the Meeting-houſe Noa, 
A ſanctified Soul, | * 
Who thought to controul. f | 
Poor Mag, and he ſtare'd in his Face; 
Cry*d, Satan, how dare 
You thus to come here, 
Thid In this our ſanctiſied * 
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But Mag ſhe did prance, 
_ Nay, caper and dance, 
And after did chatter and prate; 
| But ſtill kept her one, 
Whilſt ſhe was alone, h 
Crying, What the Pox would you be at, 
The Chanters begun | 
All of them to run, 
Without Hoods, likewiſe without F ans; 
But Mag followed after, 
Which cauſed a great Inughter. 
Crying, What the Pox would you be at. 
And ſo to conclude 
My merry new Song, 
For in it there is never a Lie; 
For the Whigs they did fear 
1nhe Devil was there, | 
And it was but a poor Magpye, 


The Complying Shepherdeſs, 


HFRE was a bonny young Lad, 
Once keeping a wee pickle Sheep ; E 
And there was a pretty young Laſs, 
A wading the water ſo deep: 


_ & wading the water fo deep, 


It came almoſt up to her Knee; 
Which tors“ + her to cry, Bonuy Lad, 
Come wid. this Water with me. | 


The Youth very ſhyiv-re;ly'd, 


4 begg'd but one Kaſs of you; 
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And then I with Scorn was deny'd, 1 35 
Though I offer d to carry you * 
Then how cant you think cruel Maid, r 
' do any Favour for thee, 
Who rather would venture to wade, 
Than give one poor Kiſs unto me. 


The Nymph cry'd, Dear Shepherò come on, 
Tho? 1 know you have ſerv*d me before, 
When ſometimes I have given you one, 
Lou have ſcarce been content with a Score: 
However, for once do nat ſtand, | 2 

For my Head now ſo dizzy is grown, 
That unleſs you take hold of my Hand, 

The Stream it will carry me down. 
Come pay me my Wage pretty Maid, 04 
For | cannot ſtay with you long: att 
Said ſhe, Go to yonder green Shade, £4 
And there I will ſing you a Song. 4 K 
All the Way the Shepherd lock'd ſadd, 

And when on the Bank they were ſet}, © 
She bluſh'd for thee too baſhful Lad, 
And ſhewed him how ſhe was wet. 
The Lad full of Love and Defire, © 
Ran in, and embraced his De ar; 
Nor was the Laſs tree from Leve' L. fire, . 9 
Though trembling with Cold and with Fear. 8 
Then catching her up in his Arms, f 
He thought he had got thro” too ſoon, 
$0 mightily pleas'd with her Charms, 
He ſigh d when he ſet her down, 


ä 
As he look'd. there came whizzing a Dart, 
Which Cupid had ſhot from bis Bow, 
Which wounded the Lad to the Heart, 
And thus he began her to woot © 
My Dear, Pre twenty young Lambs, 
Now teeding upon yon Lee, 
I'll give you both them and their Dams, 
[f thou wilt marry with me. 
It was that only made me ſo ſad, 
That theſe few are all that is mine; 
But if | a Thouſand more had, 
My deareſt they all ſhould be . 


Thy Looks are ſweet without Air, 


That when thou doſt dance on the Green, 
No Shepherd is ſure of his Heart, 
But he cries, of all Nymphs ſhe's the Queen. 
The Nymph then whoſe Cheeks like the Roſe, 
Were ſtain'd with a beautiful Red, 
Did thus her kind Paſſion diſcloſe, 4. Bs 
Whilſt bluſhing ſhe held down her Head 
| When firſt that you came on our Plain, 
And gambol'd amongſt the reſt, 
I thought you the happieſt Swain, 
Though many Face fairer were dreſt, 
Since then I have ne'er been at Eaſe, 
But often frequented thou knows; 
For no other Paſture could pleaſe, 
W hich made me drive thither my Ewes: 
It was not the Graſs, nor the Shade, 
The Water, the Wood, nor the Hay; 
But the Heart or a languiſhing Maid, 
ane led me ſv often * 1 
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„ hat can the matter be? 


T ſixteen years old you could get little good of ma, 
A Then I ſaw Norah who foon underſtood of me, 
| was in love—but myſelf for the blood of me, 2 
Could not tell what 1 did ail. 7 r 
Twis dear, dear, what can the matter be! ? 
Och, blood and ouns | what can the matter be? 
Och, Gramachree, what can the matter be? 
Bother'd from head to the tail. 


| went to confeſs me to Father O' Flannagan, | 
told him my_caſe—made an end—then began again, 
Father, ſays I, make me ſoon my own man again, 
If you find out what 1 ail. 

Dear, dear, ſays he, what can the matter be? 
Och, blood and ouns, canyau tell what the marter be 2 
Both cried, what can the matter be ? | 

n. Bother'd from head to the tail. 


oſe, Soon 1 fell ſick and did bellow and / curſe again: 

Norah took pity to ſee me at nurſe again: 

Cave me a kiſs; oh, zounds that threw me worſe again ! 
Well ſhe knew "what 1 did ail. 

But, dear, dear ! ſays ſhe, what can the matter be ? 

Och, blood and ouns ! my laſs, what can the matter de! * 

Both cry'd what can the matter be? 
| Bother's from bead to the tail. 


Tis long ago now ſince I left Tipperary, 

How ſtrange, growing older, our nature ſhould vary, 

All ſymptoms are gone of my ancient 8 a 
For cannot tell wow what I ail: 

JO dear, dear, what could the matter be? 

Och, blood and ouns ! What could the matter be? 

Och, Gramachree, what conld the matter be? - 
Bother'd from head te the tail. 
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WHEN I was a Youoker, I firſt was apprentic'd 
1 Unto a gay Barber, ſo dapper and ary; 
I next was a Carpenter, then turn'd a Dentiſt, 
Then Taylor, Good Lord! then an Apothecary. 
But for this trade or that, 
Why, they all come as pat, 
Why, they all come as pat as they can; 
For ſhaving and tooth drawing, - | 
| Bleeding, cabbaging, and ſawing, 
Dicky Goſhp, Dicky Goſkp is the man. 


Tho' Taylor and Dentiſt but awkwardly tether, 
la both the vocations I ſtill have my ſavings; 
And two of my trades couple rarely together, 
For Barber and Carpenter both deal in ſhavings. 
But for this trade or that, 
Why, they all come as pat, 
Why, they they all come as pat at they can; 
| Far ſhaviog and tooth-drawing. 
Bleeding, cabbaging, and fawing, 
Dicky Goſſip, Dicky Goſkp is the man. 


But bluoders will happen in callings ſo various, 
I fancy they happen to ſome whe are prouder; 
I once gave a patient, whoſe health was precarious; 
A terrible doſe of my beſt ſhaving-powder. 
| Bur for this trade or that, 
| Why, they all come as pat, 
Why, they all come as pat as they can ; 
For fhaving and tooth-drawing, 
Þ Rl-eding, cobbagins and ſawing, 
Dicky Goſhp, 0 p is the mana. 
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